Shakefpeare  s Ghoft ! 


OUR  immortal  BAR  D, who  was  as  good  an  ENGLISHMAN  as  a POET;  whofe  Breaft  glowed  as  much  with  Enthufiaftic 

LOVE  OF  HIS  COUNTRY,  as  his  Fancy  with  Poetic  Fire, — addrefles  his  COUNTRYMEN  in  the  following  animated  Strain  : 


BRITONS! 

BE  STIRRING  AS  THE  TIME;  BE  FIRE  WITH  FIRE, 

Threaten  the  Threatener,  and  out-face  the  brow 
Of  bragging  horror;  fo  fliall  inferior  eyes, 

That  borrow  their  behaviours  from  the  great. 

Grow  great  by  your  example,  and  put  on 

THE  DAUNTLESS  SPIRIT  OF  RESOLUTION. 

Away;  and  glifter  like  the  God  of  War 
When  he  intendeth  to  become  the  field  : 

Shew  boldnefs,  and  afpiring  confidence. 

What!  SHALL  THEY  SEEK  THE  LION  IN  HIS  DEN? 

And  FRIGHT  HIM  THERE;  AND  MAKE  HIM  TREMBLE  THERE  ? 
Oh,  let  it  NOT  BE  SAID  !— Forap'  and  run 
To  meet  difpleafure  farther  from  the  doors  ; 

AND  GRAPPLE  WITH  HIM,  ERE  HE  COME  SO  NIGH. ^ 

Shall  we,  upon  the  footing  of  our  Land, 

Send  fair-play  orders,  and  make  compromife, 

Infinuation,  parley,  and  bale  truce 

To  Arms  Invafive.^  Shall  a 


brave  our  fields, 


And  flafli  his  fpirit  in  a warlike  foi 
Mocking  the  air  with  colours  idly  furead, 

And  find  no  check? LET' US  TO  ARMS! 

Now  on,  you  NOBLEST  ENGLISH, 


Whofe  blood  is  fetch’d  from  Father^s 
Fathers,  that,  like  fo  many  Alexanders, 

Have  on  French  foil  from  morn  ti.i  even  fought, 

And  fheath’d  their  fword®  for  lack  ">C  Tr^nment. — 

Dilhonour  not  your  Mothers  5 nov/  atteft, 

That  thofe,  whom  you  call’d  Fathers,  did  beget  you. 

Be  copy  now  to  men  of  grolTer  bl  ood, 

And  teach  them  how  to  war.  AN  D YOU  GOOD  YEOMEN, 

Whofe  Limbs  were  made  in  England,  fliew  us  now 

The  metal  of  yourPafture:  Let  us  know 

That  you  are  worth  your  breeding,  which  I doubt  not : 

For  there  is  none  of  you  fo  mean  and  low 
That  hath  not  noble  luftre  in  your  eyes ; 

I fee  you  ftand  like  Greyhounds  in  the  flips, 

Straining  upon  the  ftart.  THE  GAME’S  A-FOOT  ; 

FOLLOW  YOUR  SPIRIT ; and,  upon  this  Charge, 

Cry  God  for  Us!  For  ENGLAND!  and  KING  GEORGE. 

BRITONS!  - - - - - — - - - - 

THIS  ENGLAND  NEVER  DID  (NOR  NEVER  SHALL) 

LIE  AT  THE  PROUD  FOOT  OF  A CONQUEROR, 

But  when  it  firft  doth  help  to  wound  itfelf. 

Let  come  three  corners  of  the  World  in  Arms, 


And  we  fliall  fhockthem:  Nought  shall  make  us  rue, 
If  England  to  itself  do  rest  but  true. 


SHAKESPEARE  often  delights  us  on  the  Stage  in  the  Hour  of  Amufcment, — let  him  now tn  the  HOUR  OFs  PERIL  infpire  us  with  that  PATRIOTISM  and  COURAGE 
which  anim<Tted  our  Forefathers  to  thofe  DEEDS  OF  GLORY  which  he  defcribes.— SHAKESPEARE  now  fpeaks  Tri'the  Charafter  of  A TRUE  ENGLISHMAN  and  A 
S I URDY  JOHN  BULL,  indignant  that  a FRENCPI  ARMY  fhould  WAGE  WAR  IN  OUR  ISLE  : And  in  the  Charadlcr  of  the  heroic  Harry  the  Fifth,  who  led  our  Fore- 
fathers to  DEEDS  OF  GLORY  in  the  HEART  OF  FRANCE — Deeds  which  no  Achievements  have  yet  excelled,  and  which  will  ever  honour  our  National  Charadler,  unlcfs 
O ERCLOUDED  BY  OUR  WANT  OF  SPIRIT.  Shall  France,  who  acknowledged  this  Prince  their  Lord,  now  impofc  her  Yoke  upon  Us  ? Need  it  be  told  that,  led  by 
this  Royal  Hero,  an  intrepid  Band  of  Twelve  Thoufand  Men,  encountered  and  vanquifhed  a Mighty  Hoft  of  Sixty  Thousand  } — Thefe  courageous  Men  were  BRITONS — WE 
tooare  BRITONS  Let,  then,  all  who  claim  that  Title,  and  whofe  Veins  flow  with  BRITISH  BLOOD,  emulate  the  ARDOUR,  the  COURAGE,  the  GLORY  of  their 
ANCESTofe,'  and  ftrive  to  preferve  that  Renown  for  their  Posterity,  which  the  Heroes  of  Agincourt  and  Cressy  have  tranfmitted  to  us. — And  MAY  WE  EQUALLY 
DESERVE  THE  ADMIRATION  OF  AFTER-AGES  I Ji. 

— _ Luke  Hinaidi  ?(intcr,  Great TwnfUk,  Lincols'i-Ion  Fields,  London. 


